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Chap. XLI--Across the Water.
r.r an ia«a»< the h.ood >» «

seemed to .top, «> that I 0"P*° """

,rM .peak.
io a mcei"What boy was that.

mvselfwhen I eonld
eyes

dcre(1
» i .¦> tt<» were murdered, I.r"rriSTw^'i

"SVdJ the^'oetor niurdered Hlmr

I .'"ulPhe muttered. "He whispered
there into the pit that if I said to another
what I said to him I were as good a. a

dead man."
conia seeThe panic Increased in him. iZtortured .soul moving, as it were, be¬

hind The flesh of his face. When the nerve

of endurance snapped he staggered and

;"Se» £ S,riu"
L I ran round tc the

« on which was but a short dit
tance away, and crave Information of theXL I had witnessed. A stretcher was£nt for the poor, racked wretch he was

carried away spluttering an'l ^ithlng. aml
for the time being my chance of dues

turning him further was ended.
I;lit here and then I walked abroad, into

;he open Holds. resolutely putting. the ma

rer fr in ic until I should be alone with
mv thoughts. The fury of the rain gusta P»»2d by. 'he *» «'» ««».*« <.«£.torn, and sent forth a hollow growl now

and again, as it withdrew, daring the eaith
.:.v (is 'shoulder, into the dusky caves of

'^the^wide drenched meadows I paused
and sought inspiration of the winds.
Now. plainly and solemnly: Had I been

face with an awful fragment of the
truth, or had I been but the chance hearer
of certain delirious ravings on the part of a

drink-sodden wretch.ravings aspw"
the unsubstantial horror at wfach he had

^fu^tor seemed the more probable
was due to an obvious inconsistency on tae

nn..e of tl.c half-insane creature. If the bojffi*er mnrdeml. how could he b**e
bu, i(.,i alb*e*' Moreover, it was evident that
tllo ,ext6n was near a monomaniac on the
piibject of living interments. Moreover sec-

cr,nv it was altogether improbable and not
to be accounted for that the keen-wi. ted
Do'-tor fhould intrust a secret so perilousto\«h a confederate. And what object
had lu* 1o gain *
red beyond the satisfying of a little P
rttt nmllee p-th.p.V A" <*f«compatible with the fearful danger of the
d
On the other hand. I could not but recalldarkly that the sexton, on the m0lD'D!'

when! apparently sane and sensible, he had
conducted me to my brothers gray', ha<
thrown out certain vague hints and ^pl'car, Which, ha rd.'y ,m,!led by m,e .1the
tiaie, assumed a lurid aspect In the light
h « more definite charge: that, by AjV-
statement to me after my illness, it would
,eem that Dr. Crackenthorpe had shownnZu- eagerness and made voluntary offer of
his services In the matter of hnshlng up¦ . c

whole question of Mod red s dea.b. that
whs rot impossible that he alro bad disco^ered the boy's knowledge of the secret of the
hiding-place and had jumped at a ready op¬
portunity for silencing forever an unwel¬
come confederate.
Stung to sudden anxious fervor by this

-cht. I broke into a hurried walk,
vigorous motion to coax in^o

>*der of progression the dread
that so tore and worried my
sooner might I stay the tower-
s coming about me than hope
e the fog that lapped all my
t in a tangled swaddle of con-

was like one who walks In a

ited waste, hearing inarticulate
ain and derision about him, but
;ather their import.

1 found that, striding on pre-
{ was entering that part of the
ad wherein lay the pool of un-
aories. It shone there before me,
er rent in the grass, the shadow
iry willow smudged upon Its sur-

_»uel against the trunk of the tree that
stood on the further side of the water a

long, dusky figure was leaning motionless.
It was that of the man who was most in
my thoughts; and, looking at him, even at
that distance, something repellant in his
nspact seemed to connect him fittingly
uith the stormy twilight around him that
was Imagined in my soul.
Straight I walked down to the waters

edge and balled him, and. though he made
uo response, I saw consciousness of nij
presence stir In hlo*-

'I want a word with you!" I called.
"Shall I shout it across the r»ver?"
He slowly detached himself from his posi¬

tion and sauntered down to the margin
over against me.

'Proclaim all from the housetops, where
I am concerned," he answered in a loud
voice. "Who Is it wants me, and what has
he to say?"
"You know me, I suppose?"
"I have not that pleasure, I believe?"
"Never mind. I have just come from talk

with a confederate of yours.the sexton of
St. John's."
"I know the man certainly. Is he in

need of my services?"
'He would say 'God forbid' to that, I

fancy. He's had enough of you, maybe."
"Oh, In what way?"
"In the way of silencing awkward wit¬

nesses."
"Pray, be a trifle less obscure."
"I have this moment left him. He was

He struggled wildly tc
seized with a fit of Mmelort. He'd rather
have the devil himself to wait upon him
than you, I expect.'

"nSl "me talk with Mm hofor. b. w«rt
off his head. Do ?««i want to know
he charged you with
"Certainly I do."

Dr. Crackenthorpe looked at me R<'ro/^the water a long minute; then, never taking
his eves off my face, lifted up the skirts of
his coat and began to shaII,ble a°d^ovt the most .ludicrous parody of a danc
I have ever seen!* The inconceivable Kro-
te^nueness and awkwardness of his ac-|
tions set against a solemn background o

bP's'and laboring dark clouds, it were 1m-

poBslhlfi to do justice to .» ^'2 ^HU narrow shanks floiyished In the air

like flails; his body, wryed as

seemed to creak as he bent It,Us Ion

sk'rts flapped and spun about him after
the manner of a flag flogged by the wind
.i*'Minst its staff. Then, all of a sudden, he

stepped and was doubled up in a suffoca
;n<r oickle of
Presently, recovering hlmself-he ha

nothing to wipe from those dry springs in
his head, as an honest man would h*ve
after such display of meiriment-he walked
off down the bank to a point where
stream narrowed, and motioned me to come

°!''i°t;st not from fear of y6u and your sex¬

ton " he explained, still gasping out the

dry' dust of his humor. "Your exquisite
pleasantry has weakened my vocal chords-

Ttrea*ted him to a long stare of most sov¬

ereign contempt. For all his assumed enjoy¬
ment, I fancied he was pretty observant of
my mood, and.that he was calculates the
nature of the charge I had fired at him.
"And wbom did I murder?" he said, mak¬

ing'a great show of mopping his face with
his handkerchief.
"Say it was my brother Modred.
"I'm glad, for your sake, to hear you

qualify it. I presume you to be then, one

of that pleasant family of Trender, who
have a local reputation none of the sweet-

C>He came down close to the water's edge-
we were but a little distance apart there-
and shook a long flnger at me.

.'My friend, ut friend," he said, sternly,
"your excuse must be the liot-heidedness of
jouth. For the sake of your father, who
once enjoyed my patronage, I will forbear
answering a fool according to his folly. I- or
his sake I will be gentle and convincing,
where it is my plain duty, I am afraid, to
dmatlse. This man you speak of is a heavy

drinlcfT, and Is now, by your own showing,
en the verge of delirium tremens. Do you
take the gross Imaginings of such a per¬
son for gospel?"
"Dr. Crackenthorpe," I said quietly,

"your threats fall on stony ground. I ad¬
mit the man is hardly responsible for his
statements at the present moment; only,
as it h ippei s, I have met and spoken with
Mm before."

I thought I could see in the gathering
darkness his Hp sucked Inward, as If with
a twitch of pain.
"And did he charge me then with murder¬

ing your brother?"
"He said what, viewed In the light of h's

after outburst, has awakened grave sus¬

picions in me."
He threw back his head wl*n a fresh

cackle of laughter.
"Suspicions!" he cried. ''Is that all?"

It's natural to have then, perhaps. I had

) a sitting position and his eyeli<
mine of you once, you know."
"You lie there, of couise. By your own

confession, you lie."
"And now," he went on, ignoring my

interruption, "they are diverted to an¬

other."
"Will yon answer me n question or two?"
"If they are put with a proper sense of

decorum I will give them my considera¬
tion."
"Do you know where my father keeps the

treasure, the bulk of which you' have robbed
him of?"
"Most offensively worded. But I will hu¬

mor you. I never had need".he shot out
an evil smile."of obtaining my share
of the good things by other than legitimate
means."
"Do you know?"
"No, I don't, upon the honor of a gen.

tleman."
"Did my brother that's dead know?"
"Really, you tempt me to romance to

satisfy your craving for Information. I was
not In your brother's confidence.'1

"He lifted up the skirts of his coat
and began to shamble and jerk out
the most ludicrous parody of a
dance 1 have ever seen."

"Was there the least doubt that my
brother was dead when he was burled?"
"Ah! I see. You hare been hunting chi¬

meras In George White's company. It Is
the man's were-wolf, my good friend. You
may take my professional certificate that
no such thing happened."

I looked at him, my soul lowering with
doubt and the gloom of baffled vengeance.
"Have you anything further to ask?" he

said, with mocking politeness. "Any other
Insane witness to cite on behalf of this
base and baseless prosecution?"
"None at present.'
I turned and walked a step or two. In¬

tending to leave him without another word,
but, on a thought, I strode back to the
waterside.
"Listen, you!" I cried. "For the time

you are quit of me. But bear in mind that
I never rest or waver in my purpose till I
have fopnd who It was that killed my
brother."
"And a very laudable resolve," he an¬

swered back, with a grin. "And how does
It affect me?"
"Perhaps we shall both know some day.

You may have done it or you may be In¬
nocent of that crime. Not of others as bad
or worse, I swear. When I think of your
callousness to the suffering a word from
you might have healed I could find It In
me to put my foot on you and crush you
like the reptile you are."
With that I went from him. Rain was

beginning to patter on the wet floor of the
meadow once more and to dance and juggle
on the surface of the pool. The water,
under this battery of drops, seemed to hiss
as if with bubbles that rose from drowning
lips.an atfful re-enactment of the past. But
no superstitious fancy might now tear
through the moral fibre in me that years
of sorrow had strengthened.

Chap. XLII..Jason's Second Visit.
It behooves me ngw to pass over a period

of two years, during which so little hap¬
pened that bore directly upon the fortunes
of any concerned In this lamentable his¬
tory that to touch upon them would ba to
specify merely the irjtter-of-fact occur¬
rences of ordinary Jally life. To me they
were an experience of peace and rest such
as I had never yet known, I think.a long
sleep on *je broad sands of forgetfulness,
whith;rward the storm tad cast me, and
fr\n which It was to tear me by and by
with redoubled fury and mangle and de¬
vour my heart In gluttonous ferocity.
But then my dreams were peace, and the

figures of the past walked through them,
silent and sorrowful like the ghosts of
old happiness, and I could find beauty In
them even as bloodshed becomes plctur-
esque In ancient romances. For If the

is blinked with hoitof.
world lay cold and dead about me, I felt
that the seed of hope might still claim
the unporlshing germ'of blossom beneath
"the new soft fallen mask of snow upon
the mountains and the moors." I found
some pleasure of a 'melancholy kind in
the retrospect of that struggle with the
angel of destiny, in which the manhood in
me had never succumbed, stricken down
as my weaker mortality might have been.
And, I thought the worst was* past, and
that now It remained for me only to re¬
order the methods of my life on a system
of plainest duty and sober relaxation In
which the license of imagination should
have no place whatsoever.
Alas! Whom the gods find patient under

adversity they str'.ke again. There are no
Philistines like your fates for piling fa¬
vors on the fortunate.Pellon on Ossa. It
Is so easy for Rothschilds to be rich; saints
to be good. They say our honorable fail¬
ures are writ down by the autocracy of
Olympus to our credit, but so are the con¬
descensions of the fortunate, who give
away a* tithe of their gifts, to theirs. And
the favors of the gods carry all the virtues
with them.
At this period I was but a young fellow

of twenty-six, and my experiences had been
such as a man might think himself wretched
to have distributed over a long lifetime.
Yet destiny, unwearying of its merciless
sport of baiting the crippled, was even now

preparing Its amphitheatre for a final dis¬
play, In which the torment ot many lives
It had ruined should mingle In one last
red catastrophe.
As yet, however, the moment had not

come, and I lived and went my way In
peace and resignation.
The first forewarning came one Septem¬

ber afternoon of that second year of rest.
I had been butterfly hunting about the

meadows that lay to the we6t of the city,
when a particularly fine specimen of the
second brood of Brimstone tempted me over
some railings that hedged in the ridge of a

railway cutting that here bisected the
chalky slopes of pasture land. I was cau¬

tiously approaching my settled quarry, net
in hand, when I started with an exclama¬
tion that lost me my prize.
On the metals, some distance below, a

man whose attitude seemed somehow fa¬
miliar to me, was standing.

I shaded my eyes with my hand and
looked down, with bewilderment and a lit¬
tle fear constricting my heart.
He stood very still, staring up the line,

and a thickness came In my throat, so that
I could not for the moment call to him as
I wanted to. For* there was ominous

suggestion In his posture that sent a wave

of sickness through me.a suggestion of
rigid expectation, like that one might fancy
a victim of the old reign of terror would
have shown as he waited his turn on the
guillotine.
And as I paused in Indecision.at that

moment came a surging rumble and a puff
of steam from a dip in the hills a hundred
yards away, and the figure threw itself
down, with its neck stretched over the
shining vein of iron that ran in front of
it. And I cried "Jason I" in a nightmare
voice that seemed to rebound faintly upon
myself, and had hardly strength to turn
my head away from the sight that I knew
was coming. Yet through ail my sick panic
the shadow of a thought flashed.blame me
for it who will."Let me bear It and not
give way, for he is taking the sure way to
end his terror."
The thunder of the monster death came

with the thought.shook the air of the hills
.broke into a piercing scream of triumph
as It rushed down on its victim.passed
and clanged away among the hollows, as if
the crushed mass in its jaws were choking
it to silence. Then I brushed the blind
horror from my eyes and looked down.
He was lying on the chalk of the em¬

bankment below me; he was stirring; he
sat up and looked about him with a be¬
wildered stare. The tragedy had ended In
bathos after all. At the last moment cour¬

age had failed the poor wretch and he had
leaped from the hurtling doom.
Shaking all over I scrambled, slipping

apd rolling down the slope, and landed on
my feet before him.
"Up!" I cried; "up! Don't wait to speak

or explain! They'll telegraph for the next
stopping-place, and you'll be laid by the
heels for attempting suicide."
He rose, staggering, and half fell against

me.

"Renny," he whimpered in a thick voice
and clutched at my shoulders to steady
himself. "My God! I nearly did It.didn't
I?"
"Come away, I tell you. It'll be too late

In another half-hour."
I ran him, shambling and stumbling,

down the cutting, till we reached a part
where, the fall of the embankment declin¬
ing with that of the hill above, I was able
to urge him up It and so Into the fields be-.
yond. Fortunately, It was drowsy noon
and no one was about to observe ua. But
I never ceased driving him onward till we
had niade a half-circuit of the town and
were able to enter It at a point due east
to that we had left. Then at last, on the
slope of that quiet road we had crossed
when escaping from Duke, I paused to
gather breath and regard this returned
brother of mine.

It was a sorry spectacle that met my
vision, a personality pitiably fallen and de¬
graded during those thirty months or so of
absence. It was not only that the mere ani¬
mal beauty of it was coarsened and de¬
bauched Into a parody of Itself, but that its
informing spirit was so blunted by Indulg¬
ence as to have lost forever that pathetic
dignity of despair, with which a hounding
persecution had once Inspired it. Jason
had become a sensual thing of clay, with a
haunting grievance, and, It was obvious,
had long learned to seek, by way of tlie
curse that had already ruined our father,
a moody and fitful surcease of his misery!
As I looked at him, at his dull, bloodshot

eyes and loose pendulous lower lip, my
heart hardened in spite of myself and I
had difficulty in addressing him with any
show of civility.
"Now," I said, "what next?"
He stared at me quite expressionless and

swayed where he stood. He was stupid
and sodden with drink, it was evident.
"Le's go home," he said. "I'm heavy for

zleep as a hedgehog in the sun."
I set my lips and pushed him onward. It

was hopeless entirely to tfcink of question¬
ing him as to the reason of his sudden re¬
appearance, and under such circumstances,
in his present state. The most I could do
was to get him within the mill as quietly
as possible, and settle him somewhere to
sleep off his debauch.

Ir- this I was successful beyond my ex¬
pectations, and not even my father, who
lay resting In his room.as he often did
now in the hot afternoons.knew of his
return till late In the evening.
And while Jason lay on ray bed, tumbled

as he had thrown himself in his bestial
Stupor, I sat by the window, revolting
darkly the meaning of this ugly readvent
that had thrown its shadow upon our lives
once more.
In the fresh gloom of the evening he

stirred and woke. His brain was still
clouded, but ha was in, I supposed, such
right senses as he ever enjoyed now. At
the sound of his moving I came and stood
over him. He stared at me for a long
time In silence, as he lay.
"Do you know where you are?" I said

at last.
"Renny.by the saints!" He spoke In a

dry, parched whisper. "It's the mill, Isn't
it?"
"Yes; It's the mill. I brought you here

filthy with drink, after you'd tried to throw
yourself under a train and thought better
of it."
He struggled wildly Into a sitting posture

and his eyes blinked with horror.
"I thought of It all the way in the train.

coftiing up.from London," he said in a
shrill undervoice. "When I got out at the
station I had some more.the last straw, I
suppose.for I wandered, and found myself
above the place.and the devil drove me
down to do it."
"Well, you repented It seems."
"I couldn't.when I heard it. And the

very wind of It seemed to tear at me as it
passed."
"What brought you to London? I thought

you were still abroad."
He fell to whimpering and beating the

bedclothes. His hands and his lips
trembled. He was suffering all the tor¬
ture of the reaction from drunked excite¬
ment. «

"What drove me? What always drives
me? That cruel, persecuting demon!"
"He found you out over there, then?"
"I can't hide from him. I've never had a

week of rest and peace after that first year.
It was all right then. I threw upon the
miserable surplus of the stuff you lent me
and won. For six months We lived like
fighting cocks. We dressed the young 'un
in the color that brought us luck. My soul,
she's a promising chick, Renny. You're
her uncle, you know; you can't go back
from that." v

"Where did he come across you?"
"In a kursaal at Homburg. We were

down in the mouth then. Six weeks of
lentils and sour bread. I saw him looking
at me across the petits chevaux table-
curse his brute's face! We never got rid of
him after that. Give me a drink. My
heart's dancing like a pea on a drum.".

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began in the Journal April 21.
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Do Not
Under Any
Circumstances
Have Your
Teeth Extracted
Until you have seen Dr. Sheffield. Nine times
in ten the extraction of a tooth is a mistake.
If it should be an error and the tooth is gone,
root and all, what are you going to do about it?

The better way is to see Dr. Sheffield First,

Maybe the tooth that aches or looks unsightly
should not be extracted; he will tell you.
Maybe the root should be left in, treated care¬

fully, and a new crown tooth put on; ask Dr.
Sheffield about it. Perhaps some roots should
be drawn and perfect Bridge work carefully
planned and built upon the remaining ones;
Dr. Sheffield will tell you about that also.
no charge for the telling.
No matter what it is proposed to do in

Dentistry, it is well to get the opinion of Dr.
Sheffield before doing it.more especially
when consultations, plans and estimates are ab¬

solutely free and carry with them no thought
or suggestion (much less obligation) to have

your work done by Dr. Sheffield.

One very gratifying result of the perfect
Crown work and Bridge work of Dr. Sheffield
will be seen in the easy and almost total
abandonment of the plate system, with all its
unhealthful and uncomfortable features. Many
dentists have studied and are studying the Dr.
Sheffield Crown and Bridge system. As fast
as they master it they will forsake plate work

except in mouths that are not only toothless
but rootless.

The beauty ;of Dr. Sheffield's Crown and
Bridge work is a natural beauty. The nat¬

ural teeth are copied and built upon with an

art so perfect that nobody can guess it is art.

Even the wearer finds that they feel and look
exactly the same as natural teeth. He has a

natural control of them and a natural use of
them; natural care of them is enough. Prac¬

tically they are natural, for their source and

power are the natural roots.
vV-V^ vm'y vMi./An

While the work to-day is better than it has
ever been, the cost is less than it has ever been
.less than most Journal readers expect. It
will cost you nothing to call, have an exami¬
nation made and get an estimate. That esti¬
mate will be as low as it can be made, consist¬
ent with good work.

L.T. SHEFFIELD, D.M.D.
26 West 32d Street, New York*

P. S..Do not confound
Crown teeth with Pivot teeth.
Pivot teeth have been made
for 200 years. Ask Dr.
Sheffield about it.


